raii? ana evy nrae a Sjrerman stuck Ins liald
up fer a new breaf, us shot 9im. It wuz jes9 like shootin5
turkles in a slough. I reckon dey wuz close to a hundred
us kilt *fo* de machine gens run dry. Dat's whut dey
gimme dis fer.*' He drew from his pocket a florid^
plated medal of Porto Bican origin, and Isom came
quietly up to see*

"Umuinuh,** Simon said. He sat with his hands on
his knees? watching Ms son with rapt astonishment.
Elnora came up also, her arms daubed with flour,

"Whut does dey look like?" she asked. "Like folks?"

"Dey's big," Caspey answered. "Sort of pink loo kin*
and about eight foot tall. Only folks in de whole Ameri-
can war dat could handle 5em wuz de cullud regiments."

Isom returned to his corner beside the woodbox.

"Ainst you got some gyardenin* to do? boy?" Simon
asked him.

"Naw5 suh9w Isom answered., his enraptured gaze still
on his uncle. "Miss Jenny say us done caught up dis
mawnin*."

"Well, don't you come whinin* ter me wli,en she
jumps on you,** Simon warned him* "Whar'd you kill
de nex5 lot?" he asked iiis SOIL

"Us didn't kill BO mo9 after dat," Caspey said. "We
decided dat wuz enough and dat we better leave de rest
of 9um fer de boys dat wuz gittin9 paid fer killin* *um,
We went on 3twell de road played out in a field. Dey
wuz6 some ditches and ole wire fences arid holes in de
field, wid folks livin* in *um. De folks wuz white Amer-
ican soldiers and dey egvised us to pick out a hole and
stay dar fer a while^ ef us wanted de peace and comfort
of de war. So we picked us out a dry hole and moved
in* Dey wasn't nothin* to do all day long but lay in de
shade and watch de air balloons and listen to de shootin'
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